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If Winter Comes. By A. S. M. Hutchinson. Boston: Little, Brown & 
Company. 

Novel-writing, despite some signs to the contrary, makes real progress as 
an art; but it is not often that the new art is combined with the old magic so 
effectively as in A. S. M. Hutchinson's // Winter Comes. There is nothing 
experimental in this novel; it is written with a sure hand. Any dissatisfaction 
we may be inclined to feel with the modern "novel of ideas", or with the too 
artful drama of other modern novels, is prevented from the outset in Mr. 
Hutchinson's book. Nor, if we fear to encounter the engaging, rambling 
method of a De Morgan, or the daintily discursive manner of a Locke, do we 
find even these slight, apprehensions justified. Yet Mr. Hutchinson's novel 
is a subtly contrived, artfully dramatic novel of the modern school; it is enter- 
tainingly casual and discursive in manner; it is a novel with an idea — and in 
addition it has practically all the "sure-fire" effects of a story by Dickens! 

Now what is the secret of this extraordinary success? How does Mr. 
Hutchinson manage to write a novel every line of which is good, and not one 
word of which is "precious" or unnecessary? 

So far as a limited critic's analysis may discover, this unusual result de- 
pends mainly on two factors. 

Consider, first, the author's approach to his subject. Mr. Hutchinson is 
profoundly interested in the mystery of life itself — and what else should a 
novelist write about? In the present story, he seems to have got hold of this 
mystery by one of the right handles. He does far better with it than he 
did in The Happy Warrior. In the earlier story he appeared to be dealing 
with mere fortuity, or even with a whimsical fate. One had times of feeling 
that the author was dramatically amusing himself, or else that he was saying, 
like Thomas Hardy, "This kind of thing does happen: make the best or the 
worst of it." And these two misinterpretations got in the light of the true 
idea of the story — Wordsworth's idea about the Happy Warrior, or Solon's 
idea that you can never judge a man happy until you know how he died. This 
consideration, together with something derivative from George Borrow and a 
little unreal in the Gipsy passages, made The Happy Warrior something less 
than an entire success. One could not help feeling that the author had not 
wholly succeeded in saying in that book what he really wanted to say about 
the wonder of life. 

But in If Winter Comes Mr. Hutchinson approaches the mystery not 
through the single avenue of a tricksy fate or that of an average probability, 
but through various paths. Everywhere we are subtly impressed with the 
immense and secret significance of our lives. Old Mr. Fargus expresses it in 
his life, in his ideas about chess, in his death; young Perch expresses it; old 
Mrs. Perch expresses it; they both express it in that strange Dickens-like and 
yet wn-Dickens-like scene at old Mrs. Perch's deathbed. Lady Tybar feels 
it in her most irresponsible moments. In fact, we all feel it, though we do 
not express it. The people of this story do express it continually, scarcely 
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knowing that they do, and without straining for it in the least. This is art. 

Moreover, the hero of this story is ideal for constructive purposes. We 
have only to look into his mind to understand the story and to see that, grant- 
ing his temperament, the course of its events is inevitable. Only once or 
twice does the author feel obliged, in the interests of clarity, to view Mark 
Sabre objectively through the eyes of a somewhat improbably hilarious so- 
licitor. Thus Sabre, created natural and lovable, is also a perfect medium 
for the story-teller. 

But there is, in the second place, another felicity of method which deserves 
stress. 

The curse of the modern novel is fanciful psychology, complexity of motive, 
aimless subjectivity, mood-mongering. Now the fact is that while the con- 
tent of the staidest mind may be endlessly variable and even wildly varied, our 
motives are for the most part as simple as those of children — except, of course, 
when we play the tedious game of refining on our motives, as the people of 
Howells's novels are wont to do. That is a real human habit, but it is sec- 
ondary. Primarily we are simple — not in thought, but in essential feeling. 
Mr. Hutchinson knows this, as Dickens knew it, and he gives us richness of 
mental content with simplicity of motive. This is a factor that makes for 
power in his stories. To be sure some of the people he creates seem, on reflec- 
tion, even too simple; they blunder so much, scheme so little — some are merely 
foils, though good ones. But how much better than the contrary error! 



The Craft of Fiction. By Percy Lubbock. New York: Charles 
Scribner's Sons. 

Though the considerations which Mr. Lubbock brings forward at the begin- 
ning of his discourse seem rather fine-spun and though they are of a sort 
rather likely to discourage the plain truth-seeker or the single-minded literary 
aspirant, the author's success in getting to the root of difficult practical matters 
with a minimum of delay and a maximum of clearness is little short of a 
triumph. 

A novel, Mr. Lubbock says in effect, is different from other forms of art, 
such as painting or sculpture (he does not mention music), in that you cannot 
keep the work of art as a whole before your eyes. All that you have to criti- 
cize is an imperfect memory of the book; consequently you can never per- 
fectly appreciate its form. All this is talk of the sort which has become fash- 
ionable since psychology applied its principles to art; it seems remotely to 
echo the old despair over the impossibility of reconciling religion with science, 
or the terror that people felt when they first recognized that knowledge is 
relative and not absolute. One does not like sickly things in connection with 
literature, and a dread of the scientific point of view, a feeling that psychology 
makes monkeys of us when we try to create or to criticize literature, is an 
ailment of the literary mind to-day. 



